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Everything From Life 


Author's Notes: 
Usual. | do not own the characters of the story, everything happening here is purely fictional and blah blah 
blah. 


Samuli was lying on the bed, without moving, staring the empty ceiling in the darkness: he was utterly baked, 
and his foggy brain registered with scarce interest the explosions of color and weird shapes moving and 
crawling on the walls. 

He was far more interested by another, intriguing effect that marijuana usually had on him: his senses became 
somewhat sharper, especially his sense of touch. 

He laid naked on the smooth, soft and fresh cotton sheet of the bed, analyzing how much he liked the contact 
with his bare skin, and how much he liked the prickling sensation of goosebumps that covered his body in the 


dim coolness of the room. 


It was intoxicating. Slowly, very slowly, he rose his long and thin left hand to his neck, resting gently the 
hardened fingertips on his Adam's apple, then started to inch his way down to his collarbones: he felt the hair 


on his arms rising, and a trail of goosebumps stirring under his own touch. 


Oh, gods.. he loved to do this. He loved to snail his hand on his hypersensitive skin, he couldn't just get enough 
of the sensation of the hardened and rough skin of his hand on the soft skin of his body. 

His favorite spots were his ripples and his bellybutton: the first ones for obvious reasons, as they are 
normally a sensitive spot, and with the augmented sensibility of his skin just passing over them was enough to 
make his cock stir, not to mention when he pinched or rubbed them. 

The bellybutton... well, it was strange, as usually it is not a very sensitive spot, but Samuli could just spend a 
good fifteen minutes rubbing his index into it, especially when he was in the exalted state caused by drugs. 


And this was his intention now: slowly he moved from his nipples (god, he wished he had something rubbing on 
his cock right now..) down on his ribs, sharp under his fingers as he inhaled deeply, on his sides, on his jutting 
hipbones, and then one hand went up to his navel following the faint trace of blond hair, the other went down 

to his cock, almost fully erected now. 

He let out a sharp breath mixed with a weird strangled moan as he took himself in his hand, and bit hard his 

lower lip: the combined sensation of his thumb rubbing the tip of his cock and the index rubbing his navel was 
just absolutely erotic.. the only better thing would have been having someone else doing it to him. 

Big, calloused hands touching his body as he would lie down, perfectly still.. 


But no, nobody would come, or would even indulge in his little kink, for that matter. 

He spread his legs slightly, rubbing his length and going down to fondle gently his testicles: his navel was 
starting to itch by now, the soft skin irritated by the continuous rubbing.. the sensation was quite pleasant, 
though. 

He caressed, squeezed gently, pressed the soft spot behind his balls, and then returned to pay attention on his 
throbbing shaft, while his other hand travelled up again to his nipples. 


How much he would have liked to have someone else to tend his limp body! Another man, not a woman. When 
he was in his state, he needed a man. Someone who knew what another man liked, and could handle him roughly 
but with care, someone who could be on top. 

Maybe Mathias... yes, Mathias would have done perfectly. 

It was easy for Samuli imagine the singer, slightly heavier than him, pin his hands on the mattress, claiming his 


mouth in a rough kiss and rubbing their crotches, and torturing his hypersensitive skin.. 


He moaned loudly, imagining the wet mouth of the singer swallow him whole, the mere though enough to make 
him leak: the pleasure was building slowly inside him, and every time he pinched one of his nipples a sharp 
shock of pleasure stabbed in his genitals. 

And then, in his fantasy, Mathias leaned between his spread legs, penetrating him, deeply and roughly, biting his 
neck and keeping him down on the mattress. 


With a loud, broken moan Samuli came, long and hard, arching his back and bucking his hips in his hand. His 
brain felt like someone had given it a good shake: the room was spinning in front of his eyes and the colored 
explosion were brighter than ever, almost impossible to ignore now, while his skin felt almost feverish, damp 
with sweat and extremely hot. 


He felt light, so incredibly light that for a split second he thought that he would start to flow as a feather in 


the thin air, even though, by contrast, he was acutely conscious of the solidity of his body. 


When the waves of orgasm started to recede, so did the effect of marijuana, leaving him completely exhausted 
laying on the damp bed, as his skin came slowly back to the normal level of sensibility and the explosions of 


color became scarcer and scarcer, like a firework show at its end. 


Now, another familiar sensation substituted quickly the dazing: hunger, the insatiable hunger that always 
marijuana left behind. 
Fortunately, he was provident, and he had various boxes of ready-made food: frozen pizza, mashed potatoes, 


perunalaatikko, reindeer with potatoes and porkkanalaatikko. 


As he had the aluminum box of reindeer and potatoes in the microwave and the frozen pizza in the oven, 
Samuli wondered if he could dare to speak to someone, to Mathias, about this very peculiar kink of his own, 
but he decided against it with a shake of his head, as he took the box and went to sit at the table, dipping the 
fork into the food and starting to stuff it voraciously in his mouth. 

Not that Mathias would have judged him for something like this, but definitely it was something that he would 
not have wanted to know. 

No, better to keep it for himself, even though this condemned him to solitary wanking fantasizing about the 
singer. 


Well, one cannot have everything from life, he thought with a shrug. 


